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the two dry-as-dust sermons was compensated for by
the cordial friendship of the pastor, an invitation to
dinner every Saturday, and the motherly interest of
his wife and daughters. My childhood's faith and
my mother's creed still hung so closely to me that
the observances of our ancient church were to me
sacred, and the Sabbath day at Millyard still held
me to the simple ways of home. In that secluded
nook, out of all the rush and noise of London, we
lived as we might have lived in an English village;
it was an impasse, and one who entered from the
narrow and squalid alleys which led to it was sur-
prised to find the little square of the" old and dis-
used graveyard, with its huge hawthorn trees and its
inclosure of the parsonage appendages, as peaceful
and as far from the world as if it had been in dis-
tant Devon.

My letter to Mr. Hall led to introductions to
Leslie, Harding, Creswick, and several minor paint-
ers, all of whom found me attentive to the lessons
they gave me on their own excellences and led me
no farther, but it also brought me into contact with
a painter of a higher and more serious order, J. B.
Pyne, one of the few thinkers and impartial critics
I found amongst the English painters. Every Sun-
day I went out to Pyne's house in Fulham, walking
the six or seven miles in the morning and spending
the day there. Kitchen-gardens and green fields
then lay between Kensington and Fulham where
are now the museums, and there the larks sang and
the hawthorn bloomed. After an early dinner wee return to the limitations of living amongst
